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PREFACE.  /^J? 


I  have  found  the  manuscripts  of  the  following 
pieces  among  my  dear  Wife's  papers.  Most  of 
them  I  know  to  have  been  composed  by  her,  and 
I  believe  that  all  of  them  were.  It  is  possible, 
however,  that  some  of  them  were  copied  from 
sources  with  which  I  am  not  acquainted.  As  I  am 
anxious  not  to  omit  anything  which  probably  has 
been  written  by  her,  I  have  inserted  the  whole  of 
them  in  this  book ;  while  I  have  discriminated 
between  those  of  which  she  certainly  was,  and  those 
of  which  she  may  not  have  been  the  author,  by 
marking  the  latter  in  the  Index  with  an  asterisk. 

With  regard  to  most  of  these  poems,  it  was  not 
my  dear  Wife's  intention  that  they  should  be  seen 
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by  any  except  by  myself  and  her  children.  How- 
ever, I  do  not  think  that  I  am  doing  otherwise 
than  she  would  have  wished,  in  having  a  few  copies 
printed,  and  giving  them  to  those  who  loved  her, 
and  to  whom  any  memento  of  that  pure  and  lovely 
mind  will  be  precious.  To  them,  with  sincere 
affection,  I  dedicate  this  little  book. 

F.    D.    P.    ASTLEY. 


Wkst  Dean  :   1863. 
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HYMN     FOR     A     LITTLE 


CHILD, 


ESUS,  from  Thy  throne  on  high 

Look  down  and  pity  me  ; 
With  a  kind  forgiving  eye 
All  my  wanderings  see. 


Now,  while  I  am  young  and  glad, 
Teach  me,  Lord,  to  love  Thee  best ; 

And  in  the  days  when  I  am  sad 
Thou  wilt  give  me  rest. 

Through  all  my  life  be  near  me,  Lord 
Guide,  and  teach,  and  comfort  me ; 

So,  when  Thou  shalt  call  me  home. 
Joyfully  I'll  go  to  Thee. 


.March  1855. 


HYMN    OF    FBAI5E 
FOR    A    LITTLE    CHILD. 


A.THER  in  heaven,  a  little  child 

Would  offer  praise  to  Thee 
For  life  and  health  and  a  joyful  heart, 
And  friends  who  love  me  tenderly. 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  clear  blue  sky, 
For  the  sun  so  warm  and  bright, 

For  the  flowers  and  trees,  and  the  purple  hills, 
That  rejoice  in  his  glorious  light. 

I  thank   Thee  for  my  happy  home, 

Where  I  can  hear  of  Thee, 
And  I  can  read  of  Jesu's  love 

Beside  mv  mother's  knee. 

LoiiD,  give  me  grace  through  all  my  life 

Thy  grateful  child  to  be, 
That  I  may  do  Thy  will  on  earth, 

And  dwell  in  heaven  with  Thee  ! 

Septembeh  25,   1855. 


A    FBAGMENT. 


N  the  twilight  of  this  uncertain  world  dimly 
hath  my  soul  discerned  the  beautiful  — 
feebly  striven  after  the  good.  Yet  though 
dimly,  yet  though  feebly,  in  some  sort  alway  dis- 
cerned, in  some  sort  alway  striven,  alway  yearned. 

Look  up,  then,  O  my  soul,  to  that  bright  world 
above,  which  rejoices  in  the  presence  of  Him,  the 
tread  of  whose  footstep  hath  for  ever  sanctified  the 
earth !  There  is  the  home  of  the  beautiful  and  the 
good,  and  doubt  not  but  that  ere  long  thou  shalt  not 
only  behold  them  there,  but  thyself  become  a  portion 
of  them  for  ever. 
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am  listening,  not  for  words  of  fire 
To  trouble  heart  and   brain, 
I  Jut   for  one  kind  word  of  sympathy 
To  soothe  my  spirit's  pain. 

For  sad  and  humble  is  my  life, 

Though  higher  be  its  aim  ; 
Content  to  be  denied  on  earth 

Since  heaven  hears  the  claim. 

Still  let  me  feel  that  in  that  heart 

Some  holy  pity  glows 
For  a  soul  that  hath  sadly  borne  its  part 

Of  the  burden  of  human  woes. 

For  a  soul  that  is  watching  by  the  shore 

Till  the  term  of  exile  's  past, 
And  which  looks  when  thy  work  on  earth  is  done 

To  meet  thee  in  heaven  at  last ! 


i860. 


TO    C-  A+  I 


HAT  dost  thou  ask  of  me,  Brother  ? 
To  give  my  heart  a  voice  ?  and  clothe 
The  thoughts  in  words  like  music  ? 
I  know  this  may  not  be. 
Not  now,  not  here,  my  Brother  ! 

Through  pain's  long  hours  I  list'ning  lie, 

"While  a  still  small  voice  is  sounding, 
Solemn,  and  sweet,  and  low. 

What  says  that  voice  to  me  ? 
Not  now,  not  here,  my  Brother ! 

'  Sweetness,  and  strength,  and  power  to  some  arc  given, 
'  That  they  may  pour  their  faith  and  love  in  song ; 
'  But  thou  in  other  ways  shalt  serve  me. 

*  Trust  in  my  love  through  suffering's  darkest  hour, 

*  And  the  voice  which  I  have  hushed  on  earth 
'  May  yet  be  heard  in  heaven.' 

Meekly  I  listen  to  that  voice  divine. 
Not  now,  not  here,  my  Brother  ! 

September   i,  i860. 


EMEMBER  not  the  coldness, 
Remember  not  the  fears, 
Remember  not  the  weakness 
Of  all  the  bygone  years. 

Think  not  upon  the  sadness, 
Think  not  upon  the  tears, 

Yet  think  upon  the  patience 
Of  all  the  bygone  years. 

Remember  not  the  burning  words 
Wrung  from  a  soul  in  woe ; 

O'er  every  stain  in  memory's  page 
Let  tears  of  pardon  flow. 

If  ever  with  reproachful  eyes 

The  past  should  wound  thy  breast, 

Love  by  her  healing  ministry 
Shall  soothe  thy  pain  to  rest. 


September  2,   i860. 


SUGGESTED    BY    A    THOUGHT 
FROM    UHLANG. 


mother  dear  !  O  mother  dear  ! 

I  've  been  a  weary  way  ; 
I've  sought  my  sister  far  and  near, 
Through  the  long  summer  day. 

All  lonely  was  the  forest  dell, 

Lonely  the  mountain  side : 
I  called,  but  from  the  hermit's  cell 

Echo  alone  replied. 

I  have  not  seen  her  since  the  hour 

She  sank  so  calm  to  rest, 
Thou  bad'st  me  bring  the  lily  flower 

And  lay  it  on  her  breast. 

The  mother  turned  her  earnest  eyes 

Upon  the  grieving  child, 
Then  pointed  to  the  gleaming  skies 

Where  yet  the  sunlight-  smiled. 


'  Oh  !  lift  thine  eyes  to  heaven,'  she  cried, 

'  Where  holy  angels  dwell, 
'  They  took  thy  sister  from  my  side : 

'  I  knew  they  loved  her  well. 

'  Because  she  never  gave  my  heart 
'  One  moment's  grief  or  pain, 

'  I  knew  that  she  must  soon  depart, 
'  Ne'er  to  return  again.' 

The  boy  he  mused  a  little  space, 

Then  suddenly  he  cried, 
'  With  thee,  with  thee  must  be  my  place, 

'  Whatever  else  betide  ! 

'  Then  teach  me  how  to  break  thy  rest, 
'  Teach  me  thy  heart  to  wring ; 

'  I  would  not  leave  thy  loving  breast 
'  For  an  angel's  sheltering  wing  ! ' 


November  i860. 


THE    CONSOLER. 


HEN  grief  doth  wound  my  heart, 
Love  heals  the  smart. 
Malice,  thou  canst  not  harm 
When  love  pours  balm ! 

From  every  evil  thing 
Love  takes  the  sting, 
And  there  can  be  no  nighl 
Where  love  <rives  light. 

Best  comforter  of  earth, 
Dearer  than  mirth, 
Thy  soft  touch  dries  the  tears 
Of  mournful  years. 
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Sweet  healer  of  all  strife, 
Pure  light  of  life, 
Whose  gifts  are  peace  and  joy 
Without  alloy, 

Stay  ever  at  my  side ; 
Be  thou  my  guide ; 
Help  me  to  look  above, 
For  God  is  Love. 


February  1861. 


II 


ND    as   a   branch,  when   from    the   vine-stem 
riven, 
;  Will  ne'er  again  in  leaf  and  fruit  reveal 
'  The  living  dews  wont  through  its  veins  to  steal ; 
'  So  when  a  Soul  forgets  to  look  above, 
'  In  vain  it  seeks  on  earth  for  life  and  love, 
'  Soon,  soon  will  fade  its  beauty  and  its  power, 
'  Like  trampled  vine-leaves  withered  in  an  hour.' 


•ll  NT,    3,    1861 
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THE    VJNE, 


Every  branch  in  me  that  beareth  not  fruit  he  taketh  away:  and 
every  branch  that  beareth  fruit,  he  purgeth  it,  that  it  may  bring 
forth    more   fruit.  St.  John  xv.  2. 


N  dreams  I  saw  a  vine,  most  fair  to  view, 
Fed  by  the  sunshine  and  the  early  dew, 
Twine  round  a  stately  tree  its  tender  shoots, 
Its  gracious  foliage  and  its  clustering  fruits. 

A  storm  came  sweeping  o'er  it,  and  it  fell, 
Torn  from  that  stately  tree  it  graced  so  well. 
All  drooping  on  the  ground  I  saw  it  lie, 
And  trampled  under  foot  by  heedless  passers  by. 

I  looked  and  grieved  —  but  as  I  grieved  I  heard 
A  clear  voice  from  afar  that  spake  this  word  : 
'  Weep  not  to  see  the  vine  all  faded  lie, 
'  The  Owner  of  the  Vineyard  draweth  nigh.' 
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And  then  I  saw  a  Shining  One  appear ; 

So  gentle  was  His  look,  I  knew  no  fear. 

*  Alas ! '  said  He,  '  poor  vine,  thou  art  wounded  sore, 

'  Yet  I  must  seem  to  wound  thee  more  and  more.' 

Then  with  sharp  knife  He  pruned  the  broken  shoots, 
The  clinging  tendrils  and  the  bruised  fruits. 
From  the  loose  earth  the  strained  roots  set  free, 
And  raised  it  from  the  ground  full  tenderly. 

'  Wilt  thou  not  spare  the  vine,  O  Lord  ?'  I  cried. 
'  I  have  a  fairer  garden,'  He  replied. 
'  No  rude  wind  blows,  no  spoiler  enters  there  ; 
'  Soon  will  it  bloom  anew  in  that  pure  air.' 

He  ceased,  and  smiling  turned  him  to  depart, 
Then  fell  deep  peace  and  rest  upon  my  heart; 
But  with  that  smile  the  vision  passed  away, 
And  faded  in  the  light  of  common  day. 


West  Dean:  Septembeh  1861. 
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TO    G.  S.  A. 


RIEVE  not  because  thy  birthday  comes 

In  dark  November's  hours, 
And  thou  canst  find  no  blossoms  fair 
In  all  the  garden  bowers. 


Hast  thou  not  brought  to  cheer  my  gloom 

Green  moss  and  lichen  gray, 
The  daisy,  and  the  fairy  fern, 

And  faithful  ivy  spray  ? 

Then  let  these  fresh  and  tender  leaves 

Their  gentle  message  tell : 
1  That  Love  upon  the  darkest  hour 

'  Can  shed  its  own  bright  spell.' 


NuVEMlil'.U     15,     l86l. 
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THE     LEGEND     OF     THE     IVY. 

A    FRAGMENT. 


XD  the  Master  of  the  Garden  said  to  the 
child,  '  AVhy  dost  thou  give  me  the  Ivy- 
wreath,  and  not  the  flowers  ? '  And  the 
child  replied,  '  Because  I  love  it  the  best,  seeing  that 
it  is  the  emblem  of  all  faithful  things ;  and  when  I  see 
it  clothing  the  ruins  in  its  mantle  of  living  green,  and 
making  the  waste  places  glad — it  seemeth  like  the  smile 
of  a  loving  heart,  which  is  better  than  beauty,  and 
which  maketh  the  most  rugged  face  look  fair.'  And 
I  have  heard  it  said  that  though  the  Lord  of  that 
Garden  had  many  rare  and  beautiful  things  in  His 
possession,  He  prized  the  child's  Ivy-wreath  above  His 
chief  treasures. 


.!  \M\KV     12.     l862. 
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TO    BEATRICE. 


OFT  may  life's  showers  fall 
On  thy  dear  head, 
Brightly  life's  flowers  spring- 
Beneath  thy  tread  ! 


May  no  unloving  glance 

Sadden  thy  breast, 
No  rude  or  angry  voice 

Trouble  thy  rest  ! 

Till  thou  hast  safely  reached 

Thy  home  above, 
O'er  thee  unsleeping  watch 

Almighty  Love ! 


January  2,7,   1862. 
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ON    THE    DEATH    OF 
THE   HON.   MRS.   E.  TWiSLETON 


ITTLE  it  matters  thus  to  part  — 

The  same  our  way,  the  same  our  shore. 
One  Lord,  one  life,  one  hope,  one  heart, 
One  meeting  —  and  we  part  no  more  ! 


May  20,   1862. 


That  meeting   took   place    October    31,   1862 — five    short    months    after 
these  verses  were  written.     Alas ! 
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HE  is  gone  first  into  the  shining  land, 

She  stretches  out  from  thence  a  beckoning 
hand. 

'  Look  up  !    look  up !    my  friend '  (she  cries)  '  and  see 
'  Here,  at  my  journey's  end,  I  'm  waiting  still  for  thee.' 


Probably  May   1862. 
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Let  me  and  my  mournful  love  go  by, 
But  speak  to  her  all  things  holy  and  high, 
And  comfort  her  tho'  I  die  ! 

Tennyson's  Ma  tut. 


HEN  I  am  gone,  and  those  I  love  are  sad, 
Shine  out,  thou  radiant  Sun,  and  make  the 
day 

All  lovely  with  thy  light !      Ye  pleasant  birds, 
Sing  on !    Lift  your  fair  heads,  sweet  flowers,  and  make 
The  summer  air  all  fragrant  with  your  breath  ! 
All  good  and  lovely  things  I  would  entreat 
To  comfort  those  who  '11  grieve  when  I  am  gone. 
And  O  thou  loving  Saviour  !    thou  that  art 
The  true  Consoler  of  the  wounded  heart, 
Stretch  out  Thy  healing  hands,  assuage  their  pain 
And  comfort  all  who'll  grieve  when  I  am  gone  ! 


September  1862. 
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BRINGING     OUR     SHEAVES 
WITH     US. 


HE  time  for  toil  is  past,  and  night  is  come, 
The  last  and  saddest  of  onr  harvest  eves. 
Worn  out  with  labour  long  and  wearisome, 
Drooping  and  faint,  the  reapers  hasten  home, 
Each  laden  with  his  sheaves. 

Last  of  the  labourers  thy  feet  I  gain, 

Lord  of  the  Harvest !    and  my  spirit  grieves 
That  I  am  burdened,  not  so  much  with  grain, 
As  with  a  weariness  of  heart  and  brain. 
Master,  behold  my  sheaves  ! 

Few,  light,  and  worthless,  yet  their  trifling  weight 

Through  all  my  frame  this  heavy  aching  leaves, 
For  long  I  struggled  with  my  hapless  fate, 
And  toiled  and  toiled  till  it  was  dark  and  late  ; 
Yet  these  are  all  my  sheaves  ! 
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Full  well  I  know  there  are  more  tares  than  wheat, 
Brambles  and  flowers,  dry  stalks  and  withered  leaves  ; 

Wherefore  I  blush  and  weep  as  at  Thy  feet 

I  kneel  down  trembling,  and  repeat  — 
Master,  behold  my  sheaves  ! 

I  know  these  blossoms  clustering  heavily, 

With  evening  dew  upon  their  faded  leaves, 

Can  claim  no  value  or  utility. 

Therefore  shall  fragrancy  and  beauty  be 
The  glory  of  my  sheaves. 

So  do  I  gather  hope  and  strength  anew, 

For  well  I  know  Thy  patient  love  perceives 

Not  what  I  did,  but  what  I  strove  to  do  ; 

And  though  the  full  ripe  ears  be  sadly  few, 
Thou  wilt  accept  my  sheaves  ! 
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IKE  the  shore  to  one  who  hath  wandered 
Long  o'er  the  ocean's  foam  ; 
Like  the  star  to  the  wayworn  traveller, 
Guiding  him  home  ! 
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Like  shelter  to  one  who  was  fainting 

Beneath  the  noonday  sun  ; 
Like  the  goal  to  one  who  has  striven, 

And  who  feels  the  prize  is  won. 

Like  hope  to  the  broken-hearted, 
Or  sight  to  long-darkened  eyes, 

Or  the  meeting  of  friends  long  parted, 
A  sudden  glad  surprise  ! 

Like  music  to  one  that  was  weaiy 
Of  the  world's  ungentle  tone, 

She  came,  and  I  heard  her  bless  me  - 
I  was  no  more  alone. 
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ATHER  !    It  is  Thy  will  ! 
I  bow  my  head, 
And  shrink  not  from  the  pain : 
Soon  shall  this  throbbing  heart  be  still, 
This  dust  shall  lie  beside  the  dead, 
But  /  shall  live  again  ! 
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